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just as readily as his body for the good of Italy.   He
ivas one of the greatest patriots that ever lived.

I was once brought into contact with him under
somewhat unusual circumstances. To be frank, I was
iucked away in the bushes of the Boboli Gardens (the
grounds of the Pitti Palace), watching for a sporting
:hance of poaching a carp in one of the Fontainebleau-
like fountains. The king came strolling along accom-
panied only by Colonel Onofrio Baldelli, his favourite
squerry, whose brother had married my aunt. Baldelli
:aught sight of me and called to me to come out of
the bushes. The King, on learning my name and who
I was, said: "Well, Guido" (the Italian equivalent for
Guy), "and what may you want?" Unabashed, I
replied that I wanted to catch a carp. "All right,"
he said, "you shall," and next day I got a permit "to
catch one carp."

Just before being detected in the bushes I had com-
menced my frugal luncheon of bread and a raw onion.
As the King moved on he stretched out his hand, took
a slice of my onion, and munched it with seeming
satisfaction.

Naturally I revere his memory, and so would you
if a crowned head had ever addressed you by your
Christian name and shared a raw onion with you. Why,
you would expect to be asked to a Garden Party on
the strength of it!